The Sound 


Author: westwriter 

Bands: Alice in Chains, Nirvana, Pearl Jam, Soundgarden 

Characters: Jerry Cantrell, Layne Staley, Mike Inez, Mike Starr, Sean Kinney, Dave Grohl, Krist Novoselic, 
Kurt Cobain, Dave Abruzzese, Dave Krusen, Eddie Vedder, Jack lrons, Jeff Ament, Matt Cameron, Matt 
Chamberlain, Mike McCready, Stone Gossard, Ben Shepherd, Matt Cameron 

Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Mon Sep 08 2014 0117:21 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Here's to the Nineties 


There was a radio on in the corner, nothing but the classics. | could hear the nonsense going on behind me- 
cackled laughter and Robert De Niro's voice, as Goodfellas played. The air smelled of day-old hotdogs, Stone's 
peppermint deodorant, and this morning's coffee. My failed attempt to mask that sickly sweet aroma with 


cigarettes and incense will forever haunt me until we reach homestead. 


| sat quietly, watching River toss a clementine in the air, over and over again. The flick of his wrist as it 
bounced up and down, distracting. | reached up, catching it for myself. His eyes shot to mine from across the 
table, daring me to peel it. There was a hole in the Oregon road, and we were momentarily sidetracked. "Shit" | 
heard Eddie say. He sat next to me, cursing as my hot tea went pouring into his lap. | reached for my mug, 
and he jumped up, biting his lip through the discomfort. 


"Ah, I'm sorry." | slid out of the booth, grabbing him a towel. River leaned over the table, drying everything 


off, and smiled sneakily, snatching his clementine back. 


"Don't worry about it" He wrung out the bottom of his shirt, his shoulder brushing against mine as he turned 


slightly toward me. "What was it you were saying last night, after the show? Something about the, the man on 


fire?" He brushed his fingers across his lip, suddenly taken over by an old conversation 
"The burning man," | corrected. 


"The burning man," He repeated, furrowing his brow as he looked off in thought. "I really liked that." He sat 
back down, worry free of the green tea that had undoubtedly soaked into his shorts. And then his fingers hit 
the typewriter, and he shut everything else out. 


It was only then | realized River had disappeared, | figured he'd headed to the back to sleep like everyone else. 


My bones ached and my ears were still ringing from all the noise last night. | wondered when it would go away. 


"It was worth it, though, right?" Eddie looked to me, his hands never leaving the typewriter. | eyed him 
curiously, half-amused, and watched the hint of a smile appear and vanish just as quickly on his lips. He then 
looked back down, leaving a wake of mystery in the silence. And so | let him be. 


| turned on my heel, facing that small Sony television and that mustard yellow wrap-around sofa that Dave 
loved so much. "It's got style," he'll say. "Its comfy from every angle, what couch can you say that about?" 
And because of that, the rest of them wouldn't touch it. 


Tyler sat near Stone, a guitar in hand. He wasn't playing it, he was just one of those people who always had one 
in hand. | fell back into the sofa, listening to him mumble about how Keanu had fucked up his strings. He was 
always getting screwed over, and it was bound to set him off one day. He was also one-fourth of Running 
Knees, the small Olympia band him, River, and Keanu had formed in the summer of 1990. Eric, their eccentric 
drummer, made it into the band just a year ago, and he was a little darker than the rest of them. A little 


more... deranged. 


Just then, Jeff walked out, his hair wrapped in a scarf. He rubbed his eyes, smiling when he saw me. "Mike 


won't stop snoring." 

| smiled back. 

"Hey, toss me a soda," Stone said, waving his hand airily to get his attention 

| felt something under my shoulder. River's clementine. 

With my fingertips, | dug into it, peeling away at its orange shell. | felt my eyes grow heavy, the lack of sleep 
catching up to me, but my schedule was far too messed up to really do anything about it. | inhaled, smelling a 


freshly lit cigarette in the distance, and focused in on Ray Liotta's voice, "Ummy was the kind of guy that 
rooted for bad guys in the movies" 


My skin was hot. The July sun was out to cause some damage. | sat on the porch steps of River's house, 
staring off and unwittingly admiring the tall evergreens and Western Hemlocks. There was an old trampoline; he 
slept on that more than his own bed. There were boxers and tube socks hanging from the clothesline not too 
far off, and if you walked around the side of the house, there was an off-white porcelain toilet, just hanging 
out-and that's where he grew rosemary and baby's breath, thyme and mint. He lived near the heart of 
Seattle, not too far but not close enough to touch him. He was incredibly private, and enjoyed the ten-minute 


drive into city. 


Tomorrow was their last concert before the tour was officially over—City Hall with the lost boys. Today was 
supposed to be their day off, but instead they all had to do a shoot for Kick magazine, and | know River was 
dreading this. He hated mediocre questions, he hated staged photos, but more than that he hated the attention. 


"Everything south of Washington in this business is fucking malefic," he'd say. "Demons, they're everywhere." 


"Did | hear Keanu?" River stuck his head out the screen door, his dirty blonde locks falling out from behind his 
ear. He looked past me, scanning the front yard, listening for what he thought he'd heard. 


"Nope." | stood, opening the door just enough to slide past him, his teal corduroy cutoffs grazing my legs. 


"That shithead," he mumbled, following behind. | heard his lighter, and then the burn of a cigarette. "He was 
supposed to be here by now." 


| stopped in the kitchen, water running from the sink as | filled up a mason jar. There was a lot of wood in his 
house; wood paneled walls, tall ceilings with wooden beams, and if you couldn't quess—aged wooden floor. He liked 
the warmth. He liked the natural feel of it all. | was sure it'd been built in the seventies, you could feel the 
swingers’ ghosts dancing about in late summer nights. 

River stood with his hip against the counter, arms crossed. "Are you sticking around?" 


"Of course.” 


He nodded, parting his lips to say something, but his eyes darted to the front door. The awful roaring of 
Tyler's truck rushed into the driveway, and | watched River cringe at the sound. 


Keanu and Tyler burst in, singing Spirit in the Sky, arms draped over shoulders, putting on a show. Eric trailed 
in behind, playing air drums. River rolled his eyes. 


"Kick is in the yard, so is whatshisname from MTV. Let's go my broheme." Keanu moved to the invisible music 
in his head, dancing over to me. “And you, Jules." He took my jar of water, taking a sip before spitting it back 
in the jar. "What is that? Tap water? | hate tap." 

Thank you, Keanu. 


“All right. Let's do this damn thing." River flicked his cigarette in the sink, shrugging into his jacket: 


Two hours later, | sat in the grass, ice-cold lemonade in hand, watching River near death, growing weary of 
everyone. Lovely boy thought they'd be a small town band forever, thought his voice wasn't half as great as 
they were all making it out to be. "But Layne-Layne’s got a great voice." He'd say, switching the subject. He'd 


smile, embarrassed, and Keanu would understand, changing the interview's direction from there. 


"How was it touring with Pearl Jam?" MTV guy asked, a camera in their faces. | looked to Keanu, his eyes 
already on mine. He gave me that River-looks-miserable-I-know look 


Eric sat on the bottom step, picking grass and letting it escape from his grasp. "Well," he began, licking his lips, 


‘It was our first tour, so that in itself was-" 
"Pretty fucking awesome." Tyler grinned, his dimples on display. He bathed in the ecstasy of it all, 
'It was wicked, we really like those guys." River half-smiled, running his hand through his hair. Nervous tick. 


"And your new single came out a couple days ago-you guys should be proud, it just reached number one on 


the Billboard Hot 100.| listened to it last night, sounds like it's got a lot of meaning—" 
It doesn't," Eric whispered. 
"What's it about, Keanu?" MTV guy asked. 


"Um," he stifled a laugh, looking to Tyler, "You know, it could be about a lot of things." He dragged his fingers 
along his stubble. 


"IFs titled "Stone," what is that in reference to?" 


"We actually lost a bet to Stone Gossard, and this was our debt. So, you're welcome, Stone," River said, looking 


straight into the camera, "You've got a shitty number one hit named after you." 


| had on a shapeless, oversized sweater, and black tights with a horrid hole I'd never be able to fix, but God 
help me if | lost them. The cold front stung my cheeks, my neck, and the crevices between my knuckles. | 
shivered through it all. 


| saw the headlights and the sound of the tires hit the driveway; poker night begins. Escaping the red Toyota 
Corolla, Stone nearly fell out of the driver's seat. | watched Eddie step out, a folder tucked under his arm and 


a cigarette in his mouth. 


"Hey, Jules." His hands were dug deep in his Sonics windbreaker, jogging quickly up the steps. 


"Stone," | tilted my head, smiling. He brushed past me, pulling on a strand of my hair. 

"Hey, Chief." Eddie walked up the steps, wearing that brown corduroy jacket, his hair swept up in a baseball cap. 
"Morning, Eddie." 

"Its nine o'clock at night" 

Thats right 

"And so it is." | pressed my lips into a thin line. 

"You've been out in the cold for too long." He grabbed the door, catching it before it slammed shut. 

"Where's Beth?" | asked curiously, shuffling out of my moccasins. 

California," he replied, his underlying tone admonishing further conversation 

Over the course of the last five months or so, I'd sort of gone out of my way to keep my distance from 
Eddie. Not because | didn't like him, but he was intimidatingly reserved, more so than River. And | remember 
how long it took to earn River's trust and friendship those years ago, it wasn't really something | was keen on 
doing again. But Eddie was older, he was this quiet genius, this overly appreciative soul-its been five months 
and | think he's finally warmed to me, gotten used to me, and so he calls me Chief, and appreciates my two 
cents. Eddie Vedder, everyone. 

In Keanu's basement, there's a pool table, darts, an old jukebox he's had since ninth grade, and in the corner of 
the dark room, there's a huge wrap around booth. Worn brown leather, there's old foam exposed in random 
areas, but he loves it. We all sat together; River, Tyler, Keanu, Eddie, and Stone-the magic five-they all got 


along brilliantly, their artistry never lingering too far, their thoughts and ideals hailed. 


Keanu hosted poker night spontaneously, at least twice a month, and he usually won every time. Go figure. | 


looked across the table; Keanu wore his infamous leather jacket, the one River wished he could pull off. 


"Ah, fuck you." Stone laughed, losing his favorite fedora to Keanu's hand. "You better wear the fuck out of 
that." 


"I shall do her justice" Keanu nodded drunkenly, tossing it on his head. 


"Has anyone heard from Darren?" Tyler didn't look up from his hand, but he had the worst poker face. He 
really shouldn't play. 


"He's in Rhode Island" River concentrated. "Rehab." 


"Ah, no" Keanu sighed, laying out his cards. "Rehab's for quitters." 


Tyler shook his head, puffing on a cigar. He had jet-black hair, much like Keanu, and the prettiest baby blues- 
his eyes were out of this world-and for that reason, along with his insanely beautiful smile, he was known as 


Pretty Boy. Tyler ‘Pretty Boy’ Harvey. 


| straightened my posture, and out of the corner of my eye, watched River do the same. He did that 
sometimes-fed off people. He cleared his throat, unaware of what he'd just done, and laughed at something 
Stone said. 


Eddie sat in the corner, observing everyone else. And then, his blue eyes fell on mine and it took us both a 
couple of seconds to realize we were staring at one another. Instantaneous smirks, our shyness had to be our 
faults. We reacted the same, and that in turn only made me laugh almost awkwardly and stand myself up from 


the table. 


"Will you make some popcorn? Please and thank you. Jules?" River asked as | walked up the steps. 


There were so many people, so many dreads and ponytails, Pearl Jam shirts and combat boots. The sun was 


out and the heat was too much, but | embraced this Saturday outside City Hall with overalls and crimson lips. 


I'd met an arresting blonde soul today. "I'm Layne, Layne Staley." He smiled, and | caught sight of his small hoop 
earrings, and those black beads in his hair. "Jules, Jules Dehaan" | shook his hand. "It's real nice to meet you, 


Jules." 
And there was something about him.. 


From the side of the stage, the view was great, but still, nothing beats the view from the crowd. Nothing 
beats that feeling. 


| stood with Chris, who stood with his arms crossed, his eyes focused-his entire being focused on the music. 
Both Pearl Jam and Running Knees were on at once, performing one of the most remarkable mash-ups of two 
of their songs. | didn't know when they'd decided to do it, | figured it was one of those random River ideas, one 


of those things he'd bring up to Eddie before a show and they'd just wing it for the hell of it. 


| couldn't watch Eddie climbing all over the stage, made me wince when he'd jump from one thing to the next. 


Just then, Chris leaned down toward me, "How long has Phoenix been playing?" 


"On and off for fourteen years," | said, watching Chris' gaze on River. He was playing with his back against the 
crowd when he wasn't at the microphone, staring at the speakers. | smiled, looking back to Chris. | knew exactly 


what he was thinking. "He has Chromesthesia." 


His brows rose, giving me his full attention “That's a form of synesthesia, right? He can see the music?" 
"Yeah." | pointed toward the speaker. "He's seeing a bunch of colors float around right now." 


"That's insane." He paused, his head in the music once again. "I saw them perform when you guys were down in 


LA, and just thought he was a little off-shy like Ed” 
| smiled again. "He's one of the best" 


| watched Eddie jump to the stage; his brown locks glistened with well-deserved sweat. He picked up River, 
throwing him over his shoulder. River laughed, but sang through it all, upside down in a tortured melody. 


| walked alongside Eddie. He spoke, his hands moving, speaking for him. "There has to be more to that burning 
man, you know? | can't touch it. | just don't know how to touch it" | watched the years fall from his face, 
trying to reach inside to mirror the emotions from another time. Emotions from a time he thought would help 


him with this song. 


| tried to focus in on his voice, but there was too much shouting; fans on the City Hall grounds, trying to get 
their piece of Pearl Jam and Running Knees, trying to get their little slice of what would be two legendary 
bands from the Pacific Northwest. | breathed in, shaking all the unnecessary thoughts from my mind. "Maybe 


you need to walk away from it for a while?" 


"| should, but | won't." An absolute answer. He mumbled hushed words under his breath, turning his head 
toward this incessant shout-this guy was hell-bent on Eddie knowing he thought he was a fag. | cringed 
inwardly, looking away. 


Eddie didn't react. | wondered if it bothered him, and when | turned back to him, he shook his head. "They love 
you or they hate you. There's nothing in between. | honestly don't give a fuck either way. I've grown to love 


the hate more anyway.” 

We stopped in front of a small trailer, one they'd all rented for the day, one that was bound to have a beer- 
soaked carpet and peeling off-white wallpaper. Mike, Chris, and River stumbled out of the trailer, talking 
obnoxiously. 

"Where's Eddie Vedder?!" We heard a fan shout. 


‘lm Eddie fucking Vedder." River raised his hand, walking away. 


My fingers moved to my neck, keeping busy with the few necklaces | wore. | skimmed my thumb over a stone, 


"I've got an idea" 


Eddie raised a brow. | untied the hemp string from the nape of my neck, motioning for his. He hesitated, but 
then let me tie it around his. 


" Turquoise." 
"Turquoise," he repeated with bemused eyes. 
"The stone is a throat chakra. Good for writer's block." 


Soon he smiled wide, his fingers reaching for the stone. " Turquoise." He nodded, amused. 


At some point during the day, I'd wandered off, paying no mind as to where | was going. Which was probably 
my first mistake. Not too far from where the trailer was, there was a small concession stand where l'd set 
my sights on a fat funnel cake and Root beer. But the concert crowd had migrated to the food and | was 


bound to wait longer than | wanted. The fried stupefaction invaded my senses, my mouth watered. 


There were three guys next to me, and at first they were staring off in some sort of trance, but then | 
realized they were drunk. When they neared me, | thought maybe this wouldn't end well, because they began 
speaking to me as if | should know them, but | couldn't make out too much of what they were saying really. 


"What's your name?" One asked. 


"Are you with the band? Groupie, right? You are, arent you?" Short one asked, grinning incredulously. Yeah, 


sure, | Told him, moving away. 


| don't remember when it happened, but one of them wrapped his hand around my arm. | shuddered, beginning 


to pull away, but his grip tightened and that's when- 


"HEY, hey, get the fuck off of her-" River shoved his way through, and then | saw Keanu's fist connect with 
someone's face. | felt someone else grab me from behind, and watched Tyler's arm swing around the guy's 


neck, pulling him down into a chokehold 


| blinked about the situation, absurdly taken aback by the sequence of events. Everything began to spread like 
wildfire. It wasn't just them, it was a growing crowd of drunken men fighting, and my heart seemed to 
palpitate, but | couldn't help but find the poetry in the sickly sweet scent of funnel cakes and cotton candy 


comingling with the punk rock-fueled bodies of inebriated men. | would write this down later, yes. 


"What the fuck is going on?" | heard Chris' voice not too far off, his towering figure drawing in close as he 
began peeling guys off each other. 


Someone grabbed my wrist, pulling me away from it all. "You okay?" Layne half-smiled, his eyes concerned. | 


nodded, watching the fight begin to disperse. "You smell like Patchouli, my lady smells like it, too." He smiled, a 


harmless distraction. | smiled. 


"Jules?" River's voice rang from behind. "Jules, are you okay?" He wiped the blood from his lip, turning away 


briefly as Tyler and Keanu walked away from it all. "You okay?" 
| sighed. "River, I'm fine." 

"Yeah?" He breathed out harshly, still catching his breath. 
"Yeah." | promised. 


Let's get outta here." He threw his hand over my shoulder, thanking Layne for performing, and rounded up 
the rest of the lost boys, as if nothing had ever happened. Bloody knuckles and all. 


All | wanted was a fucking funnel cake. 


When the dust settled and the sun went down, we all thrived on the evergreens and a blazing fire in River's 
backyard. Jeff was beyond amazed by the baby's breath growing in the porcelain toilet, and Tyler and Eric 
couldn't leave the tequila alone. I'd been standing in the kitchen, prepping s'mores with Dave when | heard 
rapping on the window in front of me. Eddie and Stone waved to us, their breath making widening circles with 
its heat. Stone traced a heart in his, and Eddie traced a peace sign, dropping his head in defeat when he 
realized it was upside-down. | laughed, | laughed harder that night than | had in a long time. 


It was July of 1992. It was the beginning of everything. These Seattle nights were mine for the taking. River 
danced with Stone in the distance, laughing hysterically as they tripped over their feet. The rest of us sat by 
the fire, huddled in our thick flannels and heavy leather jackets, worn in boots and fingerless gloves. Eddie 


handed me a jar of Keanu's apple pie moonshine, tucking a long lock behind his ear. "Here's to the nineties." 


Cancerous Habit 


Evicted 

"Ouch." River's voice rang from behind. | clicked my tongue, ripping the bright yellow paper off the door. 
"Cause I'm really gonna miss this place." | mumbled, shoving the key into the lock. You have to jiggle the 
handle for at least three seconds before it finally allows you to push it open-! thought this jammed door would 


forever be a pain in my ass. 


"Oh, how the world changes when you're living on a bus for six months." He swung his arm over my shoulder, 


looking about the room. "H's all right, bright eyes, you can live with me." 
"You're sweet, Riv, but | actually enjoy this city." | tapped his cheek lightly, breaking away from him. 
"But its so fucking bud" He yelled ever so dramatically. 


"That's my favorite part." | mocked with a smile, a smile he couldn't see as | walked into the kitchen, searching 


the cabinets for anything remotely edible. 
"Are you gonna try and get your job back at the café?" 


| probably should, but.. "Nah. | don't think so. | don't know what | want to do." | turned to face him, leaning over 


the kitchen counter. "But | want to create something-" 

"You can do that" He replied quickly. He believed in his heart that art was the basis of everything-which was 
true-and that spirituality was second. You need the spirit of being running through your veins in order to be the 
artist you intend fo be-his exact words. Past lives play a monumental part in that, he'll say. 


"Or build something." | said with fervor. 


| have the utmost faith in you, Jules. Always have." And he did. In this life, River was my guidance. And 
guidance is important. It's important to have someone to help you understand the complexity of the world you 


live in. 


"As you should" | nodded, swinging my body around before slamming my elbow into a cabinet. Funny bone. 
"Judas fucking Priest" 


"There we go." He applauded me, taking a seat at the breakfast bar. 


| opened the oven, grabbing a backpack from it. | vow that one day, | will learn how to cook. One day, | won't 


use my oven as hideaway storage space. 


"Don't stress yourself out, Jules." River held a toothpick between his lips, flipping through an outdated 


maqgazi ne. 


"Hey, what's up with Eddie and Beth?" | asked, a random thought. He pressed his lips together, flipping pages, 


taking his sweet time to answer. 

"They broke it off a couple weeks ago. Why? What's going on in your head?" He eyed me suspiciously. 
"Just curious. Can't | be curious?" 

‘Mhmm. | just know you have ulterior motives." He whispered in song, beginning to smile. 


"You know nothing, Phoenix." | rummaged through the backpack, holding my breath until | could breathe again, 
for I'd finally found my notebook. Peter. | named them, and Peter knew everything. Peter was one of the many 


loves of my life in that he held every memory from September III to February 1992. 


"Hey, look" River spoke as if he'd just found his voice, high and excited. "I didn't even know you had this." He 
laughed, shaking a tiny snow globe. 


Once upon a time, River and Keanu thought it would be ideal to purchase a trailer and live in the woods of 
Olympia. That's when | first met Keanu, really met him. He was six years older than us, but you could never 
tell. | was fourteen and obsessed with cats, River was fourteen and wiser than any of us should be at that 
age-my sole link to reality. And so there we were, wasting away our summer in the woods, inside an old and 
beaten up trailer that had to have been plagued with asbestos. But in that little slice of heavenly hell, we'd 
found a tiny snow globe, one that trapped the Space Needle on a snowy Seattle day. It doesn't mean much to 
River or Keanu, but it means something to me-because | was fourteen and obsessed with cats and had no clue 
as to what the hell | was doing with the life | had then, but | adored these boys and believed in their magic 


more than anything else. 


"You came around, and you slit the throat of my hopefulness—" 
"No." Keanu spat. "| hate that word. Next." 


"-You slit the throat of my loyalty." River looked up from the guitar, his eyes transferring from Eric to Tyler, 
Tyler to Keanu. 


‘Oh, yes, loyalty. | can roll with loyalty." | watched Keanu sip at his lemonade, his hand moved apace across a 
spiral notebook. Chicken scratch. He seemed to be piecing lyrics together in his head, intently conscious of 
himself and his own movement. Write it down before its lost. And then his hand went limp, and Keanu was 


gone. He sighed, shutting his notebook and stood up. 


"We're not done." Tyler voiced, throwing his hands up airily. His baby blues darkened, trying to control his 


temper. | sighed internally, closing my journal. 


"We'll finish it tomorrow. | just can't think anymore." Keanu scratched the back of his head, kicking his sneakers 


off. 


"Come on, Keany. We have the video to shoot in a couple days, we all just want to get this done." River's voice 
was soft, neither upset nor agitated. He handed the guitar to Eric, popping a Tic-Tac, and then five more. 


"We'll finish it later." Keanu nodded, walking away. 
"Where are you going?" Tyler exasperated. "Keanu!" 
"To piss Wanna hold my dick?" 


"Fuck you." Tyler stood to his feet, storming out of the apartment. But he'd be back in a few moments. It was 
constant bickering between the two of them, they were both Virgos, it drove me insane. Glasses break when 
those boys are together. Keanu's eyes will twinkle, knowing how upset he's made Tyler. And Tyler will reach for 
the plates or the cups or the vases closest to him, aiming them at Keanu's head, which only sent him into 
peals of laughter. River on the other hand, would sit and write through it all. Keanu was a great songwriter, he 
was a great musician with a powerful voice, but without the rawness of River's poetry-Running Knees would 


have never made it out of Olympia. And they all know it. 


And so | have this journal, Jack. | named him Jack after John F. Kennedy, and everything goes down in it. Well, 
not everything, but things | feel | should remember; like the brilliant look on River's face when he drinks Jewish 
wine, or the never-ending nostalgia | feel when in l'm on the riverfront. Even the first time | met Cobain, 
downtown Olympia last summer. Krist spotted me. He always did. Long ago, his father worked with my uncle 
down in Grays Harbor, long lost stories within my childhood.. But | remember Kurt had worn a ragged shirt 
covered in bloody angels. I'd worn a crown of baby's breath and plastic doll heads. "I really like that." He grinned. 
| told him | made it, and placed it on his head "You can have it" And later when I'd gone home, I'd written down 


how ghostly his eyes were and how haunting his spirit was. | really never want to forget that. 


| wrote a lot of it in French, nostalgia from my high school days, because | knew Keanu could barely read 
English let alone a whole other language. He's indecently nosy, that one. | picked up where | left off writing 
during the last nights on tour. | missed them already. There was a photo of Tyler, Keanu, Eddie, and River on 


one of those pages, I'd taken it from some promotional flyer in San Diego. I'd remember these days always. 
River squeezed my shoulder, so | followed him into the kitchen and jumped up on the counter, watching him 
dance around as he poured himself a glass of OJ. Then two glasses, as he set one down beside me and jumped 


up next to me. 


"What are you thinking about?" 


‘I'm homeless." | sighed, my arm brushing against his. 

"No, you are a home. You are a soul, you are a home." 

"River, no." | stuck my tongue out in defeat, covering his face with my hand. "Stop the poetry. l'm homeless." 
He reared back, nipping at my fingers. "Look, your stuff is already at my place-" 

"And | dropped out of college to work at a café, which leads me to my next problem-l'm unemployed” 

"You don't need college, you have me." 

"Ah, the comfort that brings me." 

"Shut up." 

The phone went off beside me. | answered on the first ring. "Hello?" My voice echoed into the receiver. 


"Hey, it's Eddie. Is Keanu around? Or River?" | don't think he knew it was me. | turned to River, who raised his 


brows. 
"Yeah, here's River." 


"Thanks, Jules." | heard Eddie say. 


Soundgarden and Running Knees sitting outside of Seattle's beloved record store, Trick. Who knew? | wasn't 
quite certain as to what was going on. | just thought we were coming to hang out, pick up some music, until | 


saw the camera-a documentary on Trick and the growing sound of Seattle. | was fascinated. 


River stood beside me, his arm draped over my shoulder, dark shades covering his eyes. "You hungry? l'm 


starving." 


"Yeah, my tummy's grumbling away." Naturally, my hand slipped under my shirt, my fingertips tracing circles, 
following the grumbles. My thumb skimmed against a thick scar, a scar I'd earned at thirteen when I'd begged 
this girl Jodie to pierce my button It's the biggest fucking scar, | swear. River laughed when he saw it. And 
when it scabbed over, he took photos of it with his polaroid-"It's kind of shaped like Idaho." He smiled, 
impressed with the find, "It's like your own private Idaho." And to this day, those polaroids of my deformed 
belly are tacked to the ceiling of his attic. 


‘I'm so hungry, | could snack on your love handles." He pinched them, trying to get a rise out of me. 


| threw my hand against his chest. "Quit that! You're gonna give me a complex." 
"Phoenix!" Matt yelled, calling him over to join the interview. 
"For weeks! | could snack on them for weeks!" He yelled back, twirling away. Graceful ballerina. 


"Hey." Chris leaned against Matt's jeep, reaching into his pocket and producing a pack of cigarettes. "You look 
delighted to be here." He opened that box of Marlboros, offering me one. | took it instinctively, leaning with him. 


‘lm more than delighted. Thanks." | replied, as he shared his flame with me. Our eyes locked, and the depth of 
his irises went on forever. | wanted to puke. Not in an awful way, he was just disgustingly beautiful, those 
tangled locks and whatnot. 


"Did we just have a moment? We did. We just had a moment." He smiled, nodding his head. 


"Is that what we're going to call that?" | inhaled deeply, becoming one with this stimulant. Down with the 


nicotine. Down with the nicotine. 


‘Its always intimate when you share a flame with someone. Always." He smiled again, breathing out smoke. He 


looked like a cigarette advert. One I'd rip from a magazine and tape to the bathroom door. 
| watched River talk, his hands moving airily. If | knew any better, he was probably trying to use this as a 
chance to talk about the benefit of planting trees or the disgusting human beings behind zoos. Changing the 


world, one rockumentary at a time. 


"Are you and River..°" Chris' words trailed off, and when | looked up to him, his eyes were closed, his head 


resting against the window. 
"What?" 

"You know." He opened an eye. 
"What? No" 

"You're not together?" 

"God, no." | laughed. 

"Ever?" 


"| had a crush on him when | was nine" | breathed out smoke, tossing the butt and smashing out the flame 


with the bottom of my shoe. "It lasted for about a year, but it wasn't what you think" 


"No?" 
"I watched him grow up. I've seen everything." 


He nodded. Say no more, his face seemed to say. And so we rested with that. But he shared a random story of 
Indian summers with his grandparents. He'd burn and scab and run around the house wearing his 
grandmother's lipstick. And so | told him about the summer of ‘19; when | nearly drowned out at Ocean Shores. 
| thought | was an artist, my grandfather told me | had Da Vinci's spirit in me, and as a fearless flower child, | 
thought | could breathe in water, that it would turn my insides into an ocean-because artists created their 


own worlds and | wanted that, too. 


"tm going to write a song about this: Da Vinci's Indian Summer," he said. 


| sat on a high-pile rug near the backdoor, watching Eddie, Stone, and Tyler play cards. They were addicted. 


Stone looked up every now and then, giving me crazy looks as he drank his beer, keeping me entertained. 


| heard shuffling near the front door, and spotted River's golden locks. He ran a hand through his hair, the 


other nestled under his shirt as it carried several tangerines. 
‘| almost had you!" Mike practically yelped, throwing his head back in a fit of laughter. 


"Fuck off, Cready." River smirked, throwing a tangerine at his head. His fingernails had been painted a cobalt 
blue, an appealing contrast against that orange skin-my doing. 


"You going to drink with me tonight?" He mouthed to me. "Because I'm going to drink tonight. We're going to 
drink tonight." He spoke, excited as all hell. | grinned and stood. He began to dance my way, so | danced as well, 


met him halfway. 


"ll be the class clown," he said at one point. "And you'll be the beauty queen in tears. Its a new art form 


showing people out living we care." He whispered in my ear. 


And we drank and laughed, and | felt at peace as the drinks lost taste and the sun disappeared because we 


were all so wonderful and stupid.. 


| slammed the sliding glass door shut, scaring myself-accident. | shivered instantly, forgetting to brace myself 


for the Seattle chill 


| inhaled sharply, feeling a lingering numbness in my left knee. It would rain soon. My knee did this weird thing, 
it ached in the cold and it stung until it grew numb before rainfall. My uncle said he had the same thing, that 
years of high school football damaged his knee, and so it ached in the cold and moisture. After years of trying 


to be one of the boys, my knee ached in the winter, kindly letting me know it would rain every single day. ESP. 


| ran my fingers through my hair, tapping my foot to the muffled sound of Kool € The Gang from within the 
tiny duplex. | stood without purpose, wanting to hear myself think is all, but then | turned back briefly to find 


River juggling tangerines over Stone's head. | smiled, sitting down in a rusting lawn chair on broken concrete. 

| reached into my bra, pulling out a remnant from last night. | lit the cigarette, but set it in the ashtray, 
suddenly deciding not to smoke it. | pulled at my cardigan, my attempt at blocking out this cool Seattle night. | 
heard the sliding glass door, and then the failing flick of a lighter. Out of the corner of my eye, | saw his 


figure stop beside me. Brown corduroy and dark jeans-the holy grail in my eyes. 


| grabbed River's lighter, my thumb covering Bob Marley's face as | handed it to Eddie. He hummed his thanks, 


sitting down in the chair next to me. He smelled like fresh pines and incense. 


He stared at my lonely cigarette, burning and burning away. "Poor little guy," he began, speaking aloud, but not 


necessarily to me. "Cancerous habit, you know, but he longs to be held” 
"Cancerous habit" | whispered to myself, shifting in the lawn chair. 


"Yeah, but he's at peace in knowing he'll vanish into ashes rather than blaze within the dark parts of your 


soul.” My eyes shot to him, unwittingly feeling almost offended. "At least, he's no harm to you that way." 


| opened my mouth to speak, but then decided against it, and watched the remaining flame disappear into thin 


air. 


"The burning man" He said with satisfaction, touching the turquoise around his neck. "Cancerous, but 


conscience-stricken.” 


He paused, and it was then I'd chosen to close my eyes, allowing the darkness to swallow me whole for a few 


moments. | heard the rain begin to fall, blinking open as it poured. 
"| didn't know my father." Eddie revealed, taking a beat before meeting my glance. 


"| didn't know mine either." 


Black black black. Plus loads of eyeliner. My fingertips grazed my eyelid, and when | blinked open, | was greeted 
by stained fingertips once again. Habitual flaw. | still wanted that funnel cake, and from then on every time | 


thought of funnel cake | would see Layne Staley and think of patchouli 


| rolled over, 3:12 am. Goosebumps, as | remembered the windows were open, fright when | realized River still 


slept beside me. | stood to my feet, walking out into the hall, blinking through heavy eyelids. | avoided the living 


room shenanigans at all costs in this moment, my mind still counting sheep, Too busy to function. 


My head pounded as the bathroom light set off sensors-oh, how | couldn't wait for the inevitable hangover 
syndrome. | had raccoon eyes and my hair smelled of smoke and.. cheap whiskey? | lifted my dress, dropping 


down on the porcelain throne. 


The bang of the door swinging open made me convulse. Keanu barged in, looking me over quickly before washing 


his hands. "You look like a sad beauty queen, Jules." 
The rip of the toilet paper, the flush of the toilet, | pushed down my dress and smiled lazily. 


When | walked back into the room, River still lay in the center of the bed, messy blonde hair and all. | crawled 


onto the bed, nudging him. "Hey, asshole, move over some." 


He didn't move, so | nudged him again, but nothing. And something inside me went off and | shoved him harder, 
beginning to paric. "River, wake up! Can you hear me? River!" | ripped the blankets from his body, his chest 

exposed, as he didn't wear a shirt. | felt for his heart, for his pulse, for a fucking sign, because | could feel my 
breathing falter over him. His skin was clammy and hot, and | was frightened. Fuck, | yelled several times over. 


Fuck fuck fuck. And like | knew they would, my cheeks dampened with frenzied tears. 
"Keanu! | screamed, slapping the shit out of River's face until my hands tingled. "River, please." 


The next thing I'd remembered was the sound of a crowded room; Keanu's voice yelling in no real direction, and 
then someone grabbed me, yanking me from the bed. I'd kicked violently, wanting to remain by River's side. l'd 
screamed, lost to everything but him. And if that memory had ended there it'd been okay, but someone asked 
if he was dead and | fell back against the wall. Hard | covered my eyes, crying hysterically. Eddie's voice echoed 
in my head, an unwavering chorus of "Alive". But my thoughts were morbid, for this nightmare from a 


younger and less familiar version of myself was on loop; the horned devil holding a Sabbath of witches. 


You'll be the beauty queen in tears. 


Orenda 


| keep having this dream about a greenhouse, a lonely greenhouse. And l'm standing on the stairs that lead up 
to this windowed shell, my hand on the railing, my skin noting the sun's presence. Its a familiar place to me- 
but only while I'm dreaming. And | never get in. The door is stuck in place. The windows are blurred. And I'm 
left with this dreaded trepidation of what's inside... 


"Come on, darlin" Tyler's voice rang. 


"What?" | asked, yawning into my sleeve. | slept in the backseat, my face buried into arm, my feet bare against 


the leather interior. 

Let's get you on inside. Let's go see River." His fingers squeezed at my shoulder. 

| sat up quickly, combing loose strands of hair behind my ears, my gaze on a house from my childhood-a 
house of old wood with an overgrown yard. | struggled, tangled in my seatbelt until Tyler reached over, setting 
me free. 

"After you." He pushed open the car door. 

Keanu walked ahead of us, humming something-something he couldn't get out of his head. Movement caught 
my eye, and that's when he opened the front door, awaiting our arrival. Joaquin. | smiled wide, running up to 
greet him first. 


"Hey, Jules." Joaquin's brows rose in greeting. He smelled like wet tobacco and spaghetti. 


"Hey, Joaquin" | smiled, pulling gently on his earlobe. He swatted my hand away, holding the door open for all of 


us. 

"He in his room?" Keanu asked, heading toward the hall. 

"Yep." Joaquin replied, cleaning up his spaghetti mess. | tilted my head, watching him curiously. He was 
seventeen with eyes too intense for his age. "Why are you looking at me like that?" He walked into the kitchen, 
setting his dishes in the sink. 


| shook my head freely. "Always so mysterious, Leaf" 


"Don't call me that" He glared, blowing a quick breath to a curl that'd fallen in his face. He looked like Elvis 


Presley right now.. no, John Travolta in Grease, yes. 


"And touchy today, aren't we?" | quipped. 


He smirked, nodding toward the hall. "Go take care of my brother. He's been bitching all week." 


| smiled once more, walking into that dark hallway. My fingers skimmed along the wallpaper. | breathed in the 
strong smell of cedar and.. jasmine? | looked up, seeing a small bouquet of jasmine flowers sticking out of an old 
wall candelabrum. This was Arlyn's doing. River's mother never failed to smell like nature; flowers and essential 
oils, coconut oil and sweet sap from the trees out back-take your pick. | plucked a single flower from the 


bunch, inhaling deeply as | walked into the bedroom. 

He lay against the wall on his mattress, huddled in his jacket. He was precious, that River Phoenix. | shrugged 
out of my cardigan, ignoring some smartass remark from Keanu, as | crouched down in front of River, tucking 
the jasmine behind his ear. He pulled me into a hug and | placed my lips on the apple of his cheek, breathing in 
the living salt of him. | then fell onto the bed beside him, hearing him laugh and groan in the process. 


"Hey, | missed ya" He glanced at me out of the corner of his eye. 


"Hey, | missed ya, too." | pinched him and he pinched me back, his eyes on Keanu, listening to some story from 
the other night. | watched him, acknowledging the dark circles under his eyes and that tousled hair. 


River's always had a bit of a problem with saying no-not because he was weak or tried fitting in, but he just 
liked to try things. Everything. A textbook will tell you that those who have Chromesthesia are sensitive to 
fatigue, insomnia, fever, emotions, substance abuse-but that all sounds like something everyone enduring 
adulthood faces. But with River, he most sensitive to all of the above. He'll have a fever out of nowhere, like 
that night last week, but being as stubborn as he can be, he won't say anything. And so he tried to drink it 
away, and nearly killed himself instead. "It was only alcohol poisoning," he'll tell you. "I didn't feel anything.” But 
he's a liar, and doesn't know the meaning of the word careful 

Keanu sat on a beanbag chair in the corner, lighting a cigarette. "Getting back on your feet any time soon?" 
"We've got a music video to shoot" Tyler added, playing air guitar. 

"lm good to go.” River replied. 


| placed my hand over his mouth, shaking my head. "You look like hell." 


"Do I? Do | look like hell?" He mumbled against my palm. " ‘Cause that's what | was going for." He pried my hand 


away, grabbing the mason jar of water beside him. 
"Everyone's asking about you." | said, taking the jar when he offered it over. 
"| bet." He murmured. 


"Krist and Kurt, even" Tyler mumbled, sounding surprised at his own words. | watched the disdain flicker 


quickly across River's face. 


Here we go. 
He laughed, humorlessly. "What the hell does Cobain want?" 


| sighed heavily, my thoughts racing through time to a moment I'd had with River. We stood in his kitchen 
once, talking about Nirvana, talking about Olympia and then Kurt. River had met him once almost two years 


ago, so put off by him and his lack of interest in River's music. 


"Ya know, Kurt tries so hard to exclude himself from all of this, but we're all coming from the same place. | 


just don't get him" 
"You don't have to." I'd told him. 
"l'm not going to." 


"You don't have to be everyone's friend, Riv." I'd placed my hand on his shoulder, and he'd looked down at me, 


the slight dejection fluttering in and out of his soft eyes. 
"Yeah, | know. | know." He'd pretended to brush it off. 


River Phoenix, my sensitive confidante.. 


| lay in the attic of River's Seattle home, on a flat mattress of Oxford blue sheets and a fleecy gray blanket 
adorned with gold snakes. Vipers. River thought the world of it. | kicked it off of me, too warm for words. 


Above me, an array of photos were tacked to the wall; Creedence Clearwater Revival, Van Morrison, his 
mother and Joaquin, and last but not least, three strange, warn in polaroids of my Idaho-shaped tummy scar. | 


cringed, lifting my shirt to see if it was still there. 
| turned to the clock; it was almost noon. | would get up soon. Get myself a job or something. 


"Jules! Get dressed, brush your teeth, and maybe I'll feed you." Tyler banged on the door, his voice startling 
me. Asshole. 


| was squeezed up against the window, eating my chicken taco while Tyler drove with one hand, devouring his 
burrito. He needed new strings for his guitar, he told me. He needed to call his mom back as well. He tossed a 
hot sauce packet at my face, crumpling his napkins together. Two guitar cases and a duffle bag of cords were 
crammed in between Tyler and me; I'd tucked one knee to my chest, the other on the dash. Comfy. His truck 


roared with life on that lone road from River's until we reached the city. 


"You smell like a fresh baby." He remarked, pulling into the parking lot. 

| hummed in reply, my eyes focused on the building before us. I'd only been here twice before, but the guys 
have been coming here for about a year. It was an abandoned gymnasium, hadn't been touched since the early 
eighties. Black paint covered the bricked structure, blacked in windows and all. It reminded me of a large Lego. 
But within this abandoned Lego, bona fide magic went on. Magic that in a couple decades from now, more punk 
rockers would try to recreate. But they'll be way out of their league, because none of this could ever happen 
again. 

| turned my attention back to Tyler, touching his arm lightly. "| need a favor." 

He flinched beneath my touch. | retreated, absently cursing myself. "Yeah?" 

"I got the keys to my apartment yesterday. Help me move the mattress in tomorrow? Maybe I'll feed you." 
He pushed open the door, squinting as he smiled. "That's it? Grab one of those guitars." 

| pursed my lips with a nod. "I'm still not-" 

"-Investing in actual furniture. Yeah, | got it, weirdo." 

Running Knees, Pearl Jam, Soundgarden, and Alice in Chains put their loose change together to rent out this 
space for the year. And it was a smart decision. The first floor of the gym was just like the exterior; 
blackness, with enough room to hear yourself think over the music and not want to puke over the smell of 
stale beer, fresh bleach, and sweaty bodies. The basement was smaller, dingy, and covered in flannel sheets and 
foam-cheap insulation. The "Slam House" | don't think that I'll ever find out why they call it that. 

The bleach hit my nose and | sneezed, shivering in the process. My hair was still wet, clinging to the back of 
my shirt. But the music took over; Eddie sang River's lyrics, Stone played Tyler's chords, and as usual | stood 
frozen in some kind of sweet syrupy awe. 

"Hey, McCready, where's Starr?" Tyler yelled. 

"Basement." He thumbed toward the hall, 

"Those for me?" Eric ran over, taking the bag of cords from my hand. "Thanks." 


"Well, hello to you, too." | muttered, setting the guitar case down 


Eric stopped mid-step and turned to me with mischief in his smile. "Everyone, stop what you're doing night now, 


Jules has decided to grace us with her presence." 


| rolled my eyes, flipping him off, and the guys all turned to me at once, dropping their instruments 


dramatically. "JULES! Hey, Jules! Look who finally decided to get out of bed." 


Eddie absently fidgeted with the turquoise around his neck, waving to me with the microphone in hand. "Hey, 
Chief" 


| laughed, waving back "Hey, guys." 


| settled near an old kerosene heater, a few books and my journal sprawled out in front of me. | doodled 


aimlessly, drawing out River's lyrics in Eddie's voice, lyrics that took me back to the summer of ‘84: 

And all | ask of you is that you try to eam your place, 

Oh, ah, Orenda, candied venom.. 

Won't you dig my grave? 

And Eddie's voice was like no other. His eyes fluttered through the chorus. 

Every now and then, Stone would run over and swipe my camera, snapping shots of everything in sight, blinding 
Eric. He'd run back over, out of breath, peppermint in the air. "Fuck this music shit, I'm gonna try 


photography." 


Two hours later, | stood in the middle of the room, explaining to Stone and Eric what the throat chakra was, 
but their brains were mush at this point. So | snuck a piece of quartz crystal into Stone's pocket instead. 


Cantrell popped his head in, slapping his hand against the wall in farewell. Sweat covered his face and seeped 
into the neck of his shirt. His thin blond hair draped over his shoulders, | wanted to touch it. Layne popped up 
behind him, grinning into the room, and then fashioned his hand into a gun and cocked it at me. "/ see you" He 
mouthed, before turning his attention to someone in the hall 

"You guys headed out?" Keanu set his guitar down, walking into the hall. 


Layne strode through the room, tossing his vest on over his bare chest. Blue jeans and naked chests were a 


never-ending cycle these days. He slugged Stone in the arm, looking to me with an odd expression 
"What is that smell? It's not Patchouli” 

"She smells like fresh babies." Tyler voiced from behind 

"Um," | began "It's Lavender.. shampoo" 

"Hm" Layne scratched his cheek, mentally taking note. 


"Eric, | thought we scrapped track eleven?" Keanu held the set list in one hand, a pen in the other. He strode 
over with a what-the-fuck look on his face. 


Oh, here we go again 
"Voodoo is a good song," Eric threw his hair into a ponytail. "River wrote that song." 
"Yeah, | know, and | don't want to fuckin’ do it anymore." 


"Why?" Tyler's face softened for a second, looking like a concerned parent. "What is your aversion to voodoo 


magic?" 

"Yeah, what's wrong with a little mojo, Keany?" Eric grinned, knowing exactly where this was going. 

"| just-l don't want to do it," his jaw tightened in response, turning to Eric, "And don't call me that." 

"You're Lutheran, right?" Dave spoke from afar, paying no mind to us really. 

"Catholic" Keanu and | responded in unison. 

"Okay, well, if you didn't know, Voodoo is a religious cult, much like Catholicism,"-I bit back laughter, watching 
Keanu's face contort painfully at Tyler's words-"Voodoo derives from Roman Catholic ritual and African magic 
and other stuff. You both have prayer, saints, priests, | mean.. You see what I'm getting at?" 

"Catholicism is not a cult-" Keanu spoke quietly. 

Tyler winced, biting his lip in thought. "But, yes. You were technically raised in a cult" 

"Tyler" Keanu had crossed his arms, fixing his jaw. Tyler was harmless. He just stored a lot of shit in his brain 
‘lm sorry, but you were misinformed. Which doesn't surprise me, coming from-" 

"We don't bring people back from the dead. The dead are dead" 

"Then what the fuck do you call Jesus? He literally rose from.. the dead" 

Keanu's eyes nearly bugged out of his head, | was certain he was counting to himself. He blew out a harsh 
breath, throwing hands to his head as if to rip his hair out, and walked away. "JESUS WAS NOT A FUCKING 


ZOMBIE! | feel like | shouldn't have to tell you that, Harvey!" 


"So, are we or are we not doing "Voodoo"?" 


Light flooded the house. The screen door carried pollen into the wooded home, and my eyes endured it all. But 


fresh pine and incense wafted through the air because Eddie sat near me. He was skimming through a 


magazine, bobbing his knee up and down. 

"What is all this?" He gestured at the coffee table. Freshly developed photos were strewn out in front of us. 
My tongue clicked. "Just from the tour and little things in between" 

"I've watched you do this for about six months." He leaned forward, eyeing all the memories. 

"lm borderline obsessive about this kind of stuff" 

Eddie reached for them, slipping several into his hands. | leaned in, curious with him. 


"Ah, our unplugged performance." His lips curved, staring at the photo of a very drunk Tyler, eating his 
birthday cake while Pearl Jam played in the background. 


He laughed, coming across a photo of a naked Jeff Ament, his hands covering himself while he stood in the 
middle of a Nevada desert. And then again at the image of Stone and River in salmon-colored onesies and black 
lipstick-that'd been a good night. That'd been the night they performed in Oklahoma, and someone cut the 
power off, rebelling against the music. The Devils Music, some old man called it, throwing bibles at the guys. 
Keanu ripped them apart, shoving pages into his mouth and spit them back out into the audience. 

"You guys were an abomination" | smirked. 

‘Oh, we were the assassins of Oklahoman youth." His blue eyes went wide with enthusiasm. That night would 
one day be a favorite pastime of his. One all of us would laugh about twenty years down the road, sitting at 
that old leather booth in Keanu Reeve's basement. | reveled in the thought of all this nostalgia, | welcomed it 


with open arms. 


"And what are you always writing in those journals?" His speaking voice seemed to always hum, something 
soothing, like warm shadows. 


‘Just stuff. Things | don't want to forget." | glanced up at him. He thumbed at that turquoise again 
"Are those the ones you kept while we were on tour?" 

"No," | reached over, grabbing the leather bound journal, setting it in his lap. "This one is." 

"Can | take a peek?" His blue eyes were bright with boyish amusement. Who could say no. 

"Knock yourself out" 


"Is this in French?" He blinked up, momentarily baffled. 


"Some of it. It's Keanu-proof-" 
"Ah." He nodded, understanding immediately. "Smart." 
"Very." 


| wish | had as much patience as you," he muttered, his eyes scanning each page carefully. "Always writing 


everything out, you look at complete and utter peace." 

"You use a typewriter, you fancy fuck." | bit my tongue, reminding myself | wasn't talking to River. But Eddie 
laughed. So loud. He squeezed his eyes shut, his head thrown back, his hand over his chest in infectious 
laughter. 


| reached for the polaroid camera around my neck and snapped a shot of him in the midst of it all. He jumped 
up, still laughing, casually dodging the camera as he moved through the room. 


| almost had the perfect shot when | felt the piercing wreckage of sharp broken glass under my foot. 
"Shit the fucking-" | hopped on one foot, "Ow. Sorry. Shit." | mumbled, inspecting the other. 

Eddie's enthused expression remained intact. "Take a seat, sailor. I'll find the first aid” 

"You're not going to find one," | hopped to the recliner, wincing away. "River doesn't believe in medicine." 


"Hm," he pressed his lips together before walking into the kitchen. Blood pulsed under my wounds, a fresh but 


small stream of scarlet formed as | pulled out two pieces of glass. 
Eddie walked back in, a rag in one hand, and a jar of honey in the other. He smiled, acknowledging my hesitance. 
He knelt down and | winced at the sight of my foot in his face. He ran the damp cloth over my wounds, 


collecting the small pools of blood. 


"You doing okay, Jules?" From his tone, | couldn't tell if he was talking about the wounds or my exhaustion My 
insomnia was getting the best of me, and Eddie Vedder missed nothing. 


"Yeah, I'm fine," | said. "What about you?" | snapped another shot, looking over the lens to catch his response. 
| couldn't be better." He shrugged, amused, 
| fanned the polaroid between my fingers, sticking it in the pocket of my shirt. 


"So the raw honey," he murmured, dipping a finger into the jar, “acts as an antibiotic, sometimes even more 


effective." He concentrated hard, and | wondered where he learned this. 


| had an aunt who was really into this stuff. We never had medicine in the house." He answered my thoughts. 


He was really good at that. 


"You sound like a Phoenix." He smiled, dressing the other wound. My eyes wandered from him to my foot, my 
mind hypnotized by the way his fingers moved, by the unusual timbre of his voice. These men fascinated me. 


| hadn't even heard the sound of tires hit the driveway when the screen door burst open. Eric walked in, his 


hands full of grocery bags. "Hey, Jules, I've got some stuff River wanted me to bring over." 
"| think those are for me." Eddie spoke. 


Eric blinked about the situation in front of him: Land of blood, honey, and Eddie Vedder. "What happened? You 


cut yourself?" 
"Yeah, | shoved some broken glass in my foot.” 
"Oh," Eric dropped the bags, running a hand through his sandy blond mane. "I might be responsible for that.” 


"You didn't think to clean it up?" | pressed my tongue to the roof of my mouth. Eddie disappeared into the 
kitchen, honey and all. 


Eric bit his bottom lip with a sigh. "Sorry, Jules, it must've slipped my mind" He ran his finger across his lip, 
blood seeping through. He was always bleeding. 


It feels like | haven't slept in days, and when | do, | spend that time buried beneath heavy trepidation, because 
this dream won't leave me. I'll stand in front of the steps that lead up to that greenhouse, and like | know | will, 
| walk to the tall French doors. But my hand shakes uncontrollably at my side. This time around, | can't bring 
myself to try and go any further, so | sit at the top of those stairs, waiting for this to be over... That's when 
| start hearing indistinct chatter, and an unfamiliar melody plays behind some haunting voice: "And if you save 
yourself, you will make him happy." 

And then blackness took over, as the ring of the phone jolted me awake. River. 

| was having a bad dream." | yawned, turning on my side. 

| know." He whispered. 


"You do not." | whispered back, feeling him smile into the receiver. 


‘Is because you ate meat. The spirit of that slaughtered chicken came back to haunt you." 


"Tyler's such a tattletale." 
"I had a bad dream, too." 


"What about?" | swallowed my yawn, tangling myself in the phone cord. | sat up in the darkness of his attic, a 
dark sky and its moonlight granting me light. 


It was weird," he breathed, fighting sleep. "| was sitting at this table with Jesus and the Devil. Reminded me of 
that painting of The Last Supper, you know. But you were there, so was Tyler. And Layne." 


"Weird." 
"Jesus made me eat pork" He gasped. 
| felt my shoulders rock from stifled laughter. "He didn’t" 


"He fucking did." 


| stood in a nearly empty apartment, my thoughts bouncing loudly off the walls. Broken orange light of a day 
transitioning to night poured in through banged up blinds. My eyes moved about the room; from the American 


flag covering a head-sized dent in the wall, to the lava lamp and the quartz crystals near the door. Home. 


| closed my eyes, wanting to give in to the lack of sleep. | was close to oblivion when there was a knock on the 
door. Without thinking, | opened the door to find River with his arms stretched up, hanging onto the top of the 
threshold. "Coryell Court, huh?" 


| reared back, "What are you doing in Seattle?" 


"| live here." He dropped his hands to my shoulders, moving me aside as he walked in. His eyes wandered, taking 
it all in. | closed the door, my eyes on him immediately. His hair was a mess, but he smelled of mint, and wore 


all black. 


"You give me angst." And he knew it. Any anxiety or panic I've ever endured was all on him. Residual effects of 
River Phoenix, | called them. It was as if our brains didn't know how to function if there was too much space 
between the both of us. We were probably twins in a past life-that was the conclusion we'd come to in eighth 


grade-an invisible bond, a language of our own, a sixth sense. 


"You give me a boner." And then he opens his mouth sometimes and | question my life. He grinned shamelessly, 


and | tried desperately not to give him the satisfaction of my laugh. 


"I loathe you, River Phoenix." 

River looked around the apartment, wandering off into my room. "Are you sure?" His voice carried. 

"l'm sure." 

His footsteps ceased, and he was silent for a very long time. | retraced his steps into the room, but he'd 
disappeared.. until | looked down. Near a couple cardboard boxes, he was lying on the floor. | smiled and shook 
my head. Of course. | lay down beside him. He smiled, conjuring old memories. I'd found him like this when he 
was eleven, motionless on the floor, just there. So I'd lain down beside him. On our stomachs, cheeks pressed 
against the floor, our eyes locked-and we were quiet for a while, both lost in our own thoughts. | felt 
vulnerable to the world this way, but never more connected. 

"Are you sure this is what you want?" He whispered. He was being dramatic, and | humored him. 


After a moment of thoughttul silence, | whispered back, "Why are you so worried?" 


"m not," he sighed. "This is just a farther drive for me, you know. I'm trying to save gas, protect the 


environment and whatnot." 
"Oh, is that what this is about?" | smiled. 


He nodded, smiling innocently. My eyes fluttered closed, and then he whispered foolish things about driving 
home naked and being struck by lightning. "I need something," | heard him say. "I need something to rock my 


soul." 


